> ° 
i 

AA; KNOW 

~ ia AY MOM 

AFTER 

) <> SHE 

ig PASSED AWAY 


A SsTORY BY 
ADLI HAZMI lhe. # 


**What I Know About My Mom, After She Passed Away** 


Prologue 


T live in a village in Indonesia; my name is Adli. I used to be a 
rebel, kind of kid who always saw my mom as a person who was 
cold and angry all the time. As a kid, I used to think that my 
mother was hardly impressed with everything I did. Apparently, 
I wasn't alone; there are many kids out there in the world who 
think that they are just a burden to their families. 


As I grew up, the tension with my mom escalated. She didn't 
congratulate me or appreciate my achievements. Sometimes, 
she compared me with others, which, in Asian-type society, is a 
common thing. That was what I was thinking all the time. 


Until my mom passed away in 2020, and I just learned that my 
mother held so many burdens, which made me regret my 
attitude toward her. This story is for you who think that your 
mother doesnt love you. For teenagers who think that their 
mothers are so selfish and never appreciate them. 


You have to understand that there will always be a reason behind 

your mother’s behavior, and thinking only from your perspective 
Is wrong. And this story is for mothers out there who think that 
they have done enough without considering their kids' feelings. 


By writing this story, I just want to tell you that; 


Do not wait until you lose everything and regret it 
forever. 


I hope that this story will open your eyes and make you 
appreciate your family more. 


** What I Know About My Mom, After She Passed Away ** 
INTRO 


As the second child, many of my memories about my mom were that she was always angry 
with me and felt like I was a disappointment to the family. I was not a brilliant kid; since I 
was a kid, I hated school and did not have a good rank. 


In Asian society, especially in a village, words spread really fast. Not to mention how my 
performance in school was awful. Hence, there is no doubt that I was labelled as a “stupid 
kid.” I was a kid; I didn’t know anything and still wandered around making mistakes. 


I remember that my mom offered me to go to a math competition when I was an elementary 
student. I took the offer just to prove to my mom that MAYBE, this is the chance to make her 
proud. 


However, I didn’t cut it even in the first elimination. Those numbers and questions drove me 
crazy. I could not remember any formula that I studied, and as a result, half of the time of 
the first elimination, I was frustrated and answered blindly. 


At home, my mom always roughly woke me up in the morning to go to school, and I always 
woke up when I heard my room’s door opened by mom. My mom had a specific style of 
opening the door. It was always loud, and then even if I was in a deep sleep, I would wake 
up. 


Studying, for a traditional Asian-type mom, is always like hell. When I could not read, mom 
always yelled at me. When I could not do the math correctly, she screamed at me. And when 
my rank dropped to 20th in the class while there were only 30 students, I was terrified. 


After elementary, I asked my mom not to take my report to the school. I asked her only 
employee in the store instead, because I was afraid that it might be another disappointment 
for her. 


Even though at home, I knew that when she opened the report book, she would be angry. 
But at least not in the school. I would stall the conflict as long as it could. For as long as I 
remember, it was really hard to make her proud. 


I have 2 other siblings, the older and younger brothers. Both of them are really smart; they 
could get first, second, or third rank in the school. However, at some point, mom also yelled 
at them. But I felt that I was the worst one. 


To me, the longer I was outside of the house, the better. As a result, I joined scout and other 
extracurricular activities at school so that I don’t have to be at home. 


Junior and senior high school, the condition actually was worse, but I somehow managed. So 
my grade was not even considered good at that time. I took additional courses from a private 
course to make me understand the school’s classes such as math and other classes. School 
was over at 1.30 pm, then I took the course at 3.00 pm till 4.30 or 5 pm and then arrived at 
home around 6.00 pm using public transportation. 


It was already exhausting indeed, my brain, my body, and my soul. Once again, I was just a 
teenager; I didn’t know things. My mom decided to call a private teacher to teach me math 


at 07.00 pm, so that I could catch my math grade in the school. It happened 3 times a week. 
While I was already exhausted. 


Once, I tried to negotiate and talked to her, 
"Mom, I am tired, can I skip the tutor just for tonight, please?” 


Then my mom answered, 
“Your math score Is still bad; go study with the teacher.” 


And that’s it. No more negotiation. 


As long as I remember, it was really hard to make her proud. Meanwhile, western movies 
show how proud the parents are even when their kid has the slightest achievement or 
progress. Frankly, I thought that I was not their biological kid. 


I blurted it out to her and asked, “Am I really your child? Why do I always get scolded? Are 
you even proud to have me?” 


I think many parents would freeze when they heard these kinds of questions. My mom froze 
and tried to talk to me, ensuring that I am her child and she loves me. But as a kid, we often 
think that our parents do not love us just because we got scolded. 
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When I was in senior high school, I won a modern dance competition for the runner-up 
position. It was a group competition, and I was not the leader. 


"Can I bring this home? I want to show it to my mom,"1 asked our leader in the group. 


It was the first time EVER I held a trophy. I thought it might make my mom proud. I took it 
home with a joyful feeling and a rushing heartbeat, eager to see my mom's reaction. 


"Finally, she will be proud of me,"1 thought. 


Holding the trophy in front of my mom with a big smile, I said, "Mom, I won a modern dance 
competition. Second place!" 


I can't forget her face at that time. It wasn't pride, it wasn't a happy face; it was a disappointed 
face. 


She looked at my trophy and said, 
"Next time, academic competition would be better." 


I was also disappointed. I rushed to my room, placed the trophy on my desk, and thought 
that this trophy was useless. 


The next morning, I brought the trophy to school and gave it to our leader. I was smiling like 
there was nothing that happened. 


Since elementary school, my only goal is to make my mom say, "I am proud of you." It was 
really hard and took me 18 years to finally hear it. 


Let me make you go through it. 


During college, I made my first achievement as a representative of my university to Thailand 
to do cultural exchange. I got an award in the diplomatic course at my university as the best 
position paper. Even I got an award as an Honorable Mention Delegate for the Model of United 
Nations in Surabaya, Indonesia. 


I repeatedly tried to impress my mom. But never heard her saying how proud she was. My 
GPA wasn't impressive either; it was only a 3.09 GPA when I graduated. I almost buried my 
dream to make her proud and think everything is just useless. 


My award and other certificates, for me, feel like nothing. I have almost burned them all. 
*KK 

Like I said, 

It took me 18 years to finally hear that word from my mom. 


That was after I got a scholarship to Turkey in 2017. After 10+ scholarship rejections, I finally 
got an opportunity to pursue my master’s degree with a scholarship to a country that far away 
from Indonesia. When the result was announced through my email. I called my mom. I was 
in Jakarta for a job interview. 


"Mom, I GOT THE SCHOLARSHIP! I WILL GO TO TURKEY!” 
Again, my heart rushed, and I felt so happy. 


Over the phone, I heard my mom said 
"Yes, yes. Congratulations. Now come home, we will talk it later” 


She didn’t sound happy, she sounded flat. As if, it was nothing good to celebrate. 
The next day, I took an evening train to my hometown, it was around 8 hours. 


I came home at night and there was nothing much to talk. Not even about my scholarship 
news. 


I was disappointed, again. 
Next morning at 9 am. 


My parent invited me to the dining room to talk. 
"Adli, come here, we want to talk” 


I was calm and not expecting anything anymore. 

"About the scholarship’, Mom started the conversation while my dad was also there. 

"Why dont you study in Indonesia, Ill pay for the education”, she continues 

"Why?”, I replied 

“I got it after 10 times attempts, I failed, I cried, and I was desperate to get one. Just why?” 


"When every other person congratulated me because of this, why cant you say it genuinely!?”, 
I sobbingly, more like beggingly asked. 


Then my mom replied 
“It is too far from here”, she said 


I got offended because all of my efforts seemed nothing to my mom. My dad stood there and 
observed the situation. We had a little argument and escalated very quickly. 


Just as the situation peaked, my mom said something that brought silence during the debate. 


She raised her voice a little bit with full power of emotion. 
"Because I am afraid that you will forget us!” 


I was stunned. Froze. And shocked 


It took me a minute to think. I looked at mom and dad's eyes. The people I really wanted to 
make proud of. The people who I uphold high. The individuals who I looked up to. 


Tears start to drop from my eyes. Once again, I looked up into my mom’s eyes. I gathered 
my courage to tell them what I wanted after 18 years of effort. 


I tried to open my voice, but it was cracked as I sobbed. 


“How I can forget you two. I did everything as hard as I could just 
to make you proud. I felt that I was an embarrassment to this 
family. I worried that you might ashamed to have a stupid son like 
me who never got ranked at school, who almost did not make it to 
37 year when I was in senior high school because of my grade. Who 
has 3.09 GPA and took almost 5 years to graduate. ”, I cried 


‘I....am the one who will make everybody acknowledge that you 
are not a failed parent just because I was stupid. I know....it must 
be so hard to have a son like me. Everybody in the neighborhood 
probably said that you have a stupid son.” 


"Now, it is my chance to make you proud. I have been longing to 
hear the words ‘I am proud of you, Adli, my son’ for so long. I do 
not know if you are proud to have me or not. I am tired of trying” 


My mom began to cry. She came closer to me and patted my head as I looked down at the 
table and stared at it. 


"My son...”, she speaks calmly. 
"T have always been proud of you, trust me I am.” 
She paused for a little bit 


“I grew up in a very traditional and strict way. I do not know why I 
could not express it right away. But I always pray for you when 
you're at a scholarship interview. I always pray to make you strong 
when you fail. And could not bear the pain in my heart when I know 
you failed to chase your dream over and over again.” 


"Wow, I am relieved. You have my blessing to go to Turkey”. 


I looked up again to my mom’s face. Tears still come down in her face. I sobbed and cried 
and hugged my mom. I swear, that hug was the warmest hug I had ever done. The burden 
of 18 years has been relieved. We wiped our tears and smiled. A little bit laughed. Her smile 
is like no other beautiful smile in this world. 


"7 am proud of you” 
She said it again and I had the biggest smile in my life. 


Later that night, my mom was the busiest person ever to arrange what to bring to Turkey. 
She made a list of what to buy and was excited to do the preparation. I enjoyed the process 
of preparation because, for the first time, I didn’t have to do the preparation by myself. She 
was there counting my clothes, pants, shoes, and even underwear so that I would not run out 
of everything. 
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Long story short, I have been studying in Turkey for 3 years, and every summer holiday my 
mom always asked me to go home, which I did. For 3 years, she always asked me if I needed 
anything. She asked me if I needed money sometimes. She also asked me if I could get along 
with the study. Everything was just bliss, a blessing, and beautiful. Though, there was a 
moment when I heard that she had a mild stroke that caused part of her body to be unable 


to move. I was in Turkey and cried loudly. Afraid that something bad might happen to her. 
Afraid that I would not hear her voice ever again because of the stroke. 


But she recovered and was in the process of gaining her full strength. She even still comes to 
her store because she is bored at home doing nothing. That is my mom. She is a strong 
woman. 


KK 
Not long after, in 2020. 


During a night in the middle of COVID-19 and I was still in Turkey, my younger brother called 
me through WhatsApp. 


"Mas, pray for mom. She is in ICU”, he said 
“What happened”, I asked 
‘Just pray for mom, she is critical”, he hung up the phone. 


Without any warning whatsoever. That night was the longest night of my life. I kept praying 
and wondering what happened. 1 hour later my older brother texted me 


“Mom is stable now” 


For a moment, I felt relieved. I didn’t want to ask too much because I knew there must be 
something bad going on there. I waited for any news coming. 2 hours later another phone 
call came from my older brother. 


"Dili, pray for mom. She’s critical again”, he said. 


"Okay mas, got it”, I replied 


I began to pray again asking for safety for my mom, hoping a good thing would happen. For 
along 1 and half hour I prayed and another text came. 


"Mom's is stable again. Thank God!”, my younger brother informed me. 


It went back and forth for four times. The night felt so eerie, I felt something really really bad 
will happen to our family. I prayed all night for my mom’s safety. I could not sleep and cried 
like little girl. 


I called my best friend but I could not say a clear word. 
"My mom.... She.... ICU..” 

I said it repeatedly. 

"'T dont... know.... What.... To do” 


Until the next morning a video call came from my older brother and that was the last time I 
saw my mom. Meanwhile, my dad is crying beside her trying to put himself together. That 
was the first time I saw my dad cry out loud. It feels so hard. 


I cried out loud in my apartment. My friend came to my room. The only words I can say to 
him is 
‘I don’t have a mother anymore” 


I cried and cried, out of my lungs. My friend just hugged me, trying to comfort me while I 
cried a river. 


I could not accept the fact that I just lost the most precious person in my life. And I could not 
go back to Indonesia because the international flight was closed for 3 months 
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** What I Know About My Mom, After She Passed Away ** 
The Truth 


3 months later. 


The international finally opened. I flew back to Indonesia to see my father’s condition. I believe 
that my father was in unbearable shock after losing his only soulmate in this life. After I got 
my permission from my thesis supervisor, I bought a ticket and heading to Indonesia. When 
I came home. My father welcomed me with a smile. My family has just moved to new house 
because of family conflict from my mother’s side family. Something was off in this house. 
Something felt missing. 


I stayed in the house for 3 weeks while also still writing my thesis. All I could see was my 
father always playing an old video of my mother. We watched it all day long, wondering if... 
and if only my mother was still alive, we could hug her. At night, every night, I could hear my 
father cried loudly while praying. His voice for some moments cracked asking God to put my 
mother in heaven and sometimes, told God how he missed her so much. 


It was heartbreaking to see a man who usually looked strong, seemed like a shell that 
continues to live, but not living the life. For 3 weeks, I talked to my brothers and met my 
mother’s friends. All of a sudden, I hear stories about my mom. Her best friend told me 
everything about my mom’s feeling about me and it struck me so hard. As hard as lighting 
striking and old tree. Suddenly, my perspective about my mom changed 180 degree which 
made me regret EVERYTHING that I have thought about her. 


** The Judgment from Family and Society** 


My mother lives in a village. She has 5 siblings and all of them are bad to my mom. After my 
mom finished her education in the university, she is the only one who ran the family business 
in the store. While others became political figures, professors, entrepreneurs, and living with 
husbands in other cities. My mom’s sibling has always looked down to her as if not having a 
high education after her bachelor's degree. In addition, she ran the store and stayed in the 
village. Her sibling, who was working as a political figure, always blamed my mom when it 
came to family conflict. The professor ones, seen my mom as nothing. And the evillest one is 
the one who lives with her husband in another city and rarely has contact with family but 
when there is a family conflict, barks the loudest. 


Once, there was a family conflict, my mother was slandered playing with a land’s price. Her 
sibling who was a professor in a university sold her land to other people. The land was a 
legacy from their parent, or I can say, my grandparents. My mother thought that the family 
land should be owned within the family. So she decided to buy the land. Her sibling raised the 
land's price only to my mom in my mom didn’t bother with that. She bought it. 


Not long after, the professor slandered my mom that the price of the land should be higher. 
You know what, the actual price should be lower than the deal. But her siblings accused my 
mother every day. Worse, they told people that my mom was a cheater. 


This story will link to how it affected my mom’s behavior toward me. 


So my mom is like everyone else. No one ever has experienced being a mother. No one ever 
has guidelines to be a parent. Her sibling, the professor, as she has the highest education in 
the family, always looks down on others, including me. She compared her children to others. 


She does not bother to call me stupid, or thirst for attention kind of kid. Even in front of me. 
So she told my mom that my behavior was rude and that I was stupid. She always glamorizing 
her kid’s achievement in front of my mom. 


Having this kind of treatment, my mom, who was younger than the professor felt an inferiority. 
She believes that achievement should be academic to be respected by her sister. This, explains 
why my non-academic achievements were not appreciated. 


It is different with my father. He always supported me and even did not bother about my 
grades. Once, after my winning in a modern dance competition, he found a newspaper that 
wrote about the dance competition. 


"Adli, your competition is written here. Your tearm got the 
second place right? I will print this out and put a frame, 
then put in in our home.”, he said. 


I didn’t feel anything after seeing my mom’s reaction back then and replied, 


"Dont bother, it is nothing. I do not want that”. 


Different with my mother’s side of the family. My father’s family is a supportive one. He has 
7 siblings and all of them don’t care about grades. Even they have high-paying job in the 
ministries. I always felt that I was close more to my father’s side instead of my mom’s side. I 
don’t like to hang out to see my mom’s family. 


The political figure is my mom’s oldest brother. As far as I can see, he has big ego that people 
must respect him. He was also similar to the professor. Don’t care about people’s feelings. 
Including, saying that I am stupid. 


Having this kind of judgment and pressure, added to my condition that very slow to 
understand things creates confusion for my mom. Don’t assume that this is like a Western 
family where we can neglect what people are saying. In the Asian-type of society, this kind of 
treatment is being normalized. So my mom was confused how to make me smarter, how to 
make me catch up with my grades, and how to make me have academic achievement. 


As a result of the perplexity, she yelled at me when I could not understand the class. She 
made the rule to study between 06.00 pm to 08.00 pm every day before we could watch TV. 
But the result was disappointing. 


My kid and teenager version saw her as a person who didn't like me. But after she passed 
away, I understood that she is not the angry-type of mom who likes to yell at me. She was 
frustrated. 


The society also plays a crucial role in my mother’s behavior. My elementary school is actually 
close to my home. It was only 50 meters from my home. And because we live in the village, 
everybody knows everybody. In other words, the teacher knows my family, including my 
mom. 


They know how bad my grade and how was my performance in class. As such, making it 
obvious that the teacher told my mom how stupid I was. Imagine having a kid like me. As a 
mother, you will feel the peer pressure not only within the family but also the society. 


Asian-type of society only regard intellectual in the subject like math. While, other’s 
intelligence like art, sports, making friends, and curiosity to learn mean nothing. 


From elementary level to senior high level, when family or community gathered, the question 
will always like 


“How’s your kid’s grade?” 
And then added with their story glamorizing their kid’s performance in class 


"Well, my kid is in the first rank at school. Won math and science competition” 


Imagine being my parent. You cannot say something like 


"Well, my kid didn’ perform well, he got 33” rank out of 34" students” 


It is impossible to say such a thing. So, my parent always hid my class rank whenever someone 
asked them. There were moments when my mom asked about my grade in front of me. And 
what she did was a fake smile. But I know now, her heart must be scattered because she 
didn’t know what to answer. 


Having repeated judgment of having a stupid kid has damaged my mom’s mental condition. 
She wants me to be smart as fast as I can. 


As I grew older, I realized that our parents are clueless in dealing 

with life. We may assume that they know everything. But believe 
me, they are still grasping how to do life as well. In addition, they 
have a responsibility to ensure us to live our life too. It is hard 
and to some extent, we have to understand them too. 


The length of social pressure sometimes makes our parent frustrated and desperate to teach 
their children. We never knew it because our parents hid it from us. Our parent faces a 
dilemma. At one point, they wanted us to be happy as many parents would say ‘7 wil// do 
anything to make my children happy”. But over time, the pressure and judgment from society 
and parents overrule the first belief. 
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**How She Always Worried About Me** 


The more I talked to people related to my mom. The more I understood the burden she 
carried all the time. As a kid and teenagers, we are always shortsighted. We only believe what 
we see and what we feel at the moment. We never really understood the cause of a reaction 
or behavior from our parents. 


As far as I can remember when I was a kid, my mom never bats an eye to my condition. Let 
me take you back a bit far to my past. When I was a kid, I walked on the road to my home 
after playing with my friends. Suddenly, there was a kid who was older than me who tried to 
mess with me. He spit some words and I replied because I felt insulted. Within a second, the 
kid threw a punch on my face. I tried to defend myself, there were older people around who 
watched that but no one was helping. It went on for minutes and finally, the kid let me go. I 
got some bruises, but I didn’t know what happened because I didn’t have experience in 
fighting. I probably got a shock effect that I thought it was just nothing. 


Words spread very fast in a village. When I got home, my mom knew that I was fighting with 
a kid, some neighbors probably told them. Or some men who walked pass when I was fighting. 
Just when I arrived at the front door. My mom looked at me fiercely and yelled. 


"Did you fight with a kid!? Huh!?” 
"Yes, a kid suddenly threw a punch and tried to fight back’, I said innocently. 
Within a strike of lightning, my mom raised her voice. 
"TT MUST BE YOU WHO STARTED THE FIGHT!?” 
"YOU!” 
"T DIDNT RAISE MY KID TO FIGHT ON THE STREET!” 


I was blamed for my actions in defending myself. With a bruise on my face and a scratch on 
my hand, I froze. 


What did I do wrong? 


This question wandering around in my mind. I was so afraid to reply to my mom because it 
felt like judgment day instead of just a question. I got scolded because I defended myself, 
and worse, my mom didn’t believe me at all. 


As a result of this event, until now, I am afraid to take a fight, even just to protect myself. I 
am 32 years old and still afraid to do so, even though I have a background in Karate and 
Capoeira. 


*K 


When I flew to Thailand for the first time. It was also my first experience going abroad. My 
mom didn’t take me to the airport, nor asking the preparation. While other participants at that 
time went to the airport with their parents, saying goodbye and all. I was just by myself. I 
didn’t feel sad or anything as if it was just a routine to not attach too much with my parent. 
But deep down, somehow, I want that affection too. 


11 


In my memory, I still remember when I was an undergraduate student, she was kind of strict 
parent when it came to money. Ever since my brothers and I got into school, our mom would 
only give money that was just enough to us. Sometimes my friends were shocked. So, let me 
tell you before you jump to a conclusion too fast. 


I was in Yogyakarta doing my undergraduate study. Many students usually get an allowance 
from their parents like 1.000.000 Rupiahs(Approximately 60 dollars), generally. The number 
was actually just enough to survive. My allowance at that time was_ only 
800.000(Approximately 45 dollars) rupiahs each month. When the money ran out which was 
3 days before the end of the month, I didn’t have a choice but to ask for more money. My 
mother would ask many things and felt like she was judged. 


"Where was all the money!?” 
"What did you buy!?” 
"Why cant you manage the money!?” 


All of those questions with angry-kind of voice scared me. I once chose to not ask for more 
money at the end of the month rather than to answer the question. As a result, I went to my 
friend’s rented house, we both faced similar problems. Luckily, he has rice, a rice cooker, and 
a kitchen. So, for 2 days, we ate his rice and salt, sometimes with soya-bean sauce. On the 
third day, we found 1.000 Rupiahs which was enough to buy one egg and fry it, divide it into 
two portions, and eat it with the rice. 


Until the beginning of the month, I received the monthly allowance from my parent. In my 
head, everything is about her angry face. 


*K 


When I came to Turkey, I thought that nobody in the village would ever know as I recognized 
my mom who never appraised me in public. I still remember she said to me, "Do not share it” 
when I have achievements whatsoever. 


Turns out everything, after she passed away, and talked to her friends, has a reason; 


When I was a kid, my mom worried that I would get into a fight because she worried that I 
might be injured. Not to mention, I was so small, so she worried about my condition. In 
addition, living in a village, words spread faster than light. So when I made a scene such as 
fighting and all of that, the reputation of the family would be bad. Also, there is a chance that 
bad judgments from society will spread. She didn’t want other people to think that I was a 
spoiler brat who liked to pick up to other kids. She also worried that there would be more 
bruises in my body. 


To avoid any conflict and runaway, was probably the best thing I, as a kid could do so that 
there would be no damage, no scratches, and no bruises. 


My mom was strict with the money she gave to me during my study in Yogyakarta. Not 
because she is parsimonious, but because she wanted to teach me how to manage my money. 
She probably didn’t know how much “enough” is in that city so she tried with 800.000 Rupiahs 
for the start, to see if it was enough for me. After six months with all of my reports that the 
money wasn’t enough, she raised it to 1.000.000 Rupiahs. 
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She didn’t want me to be a spoiler brat kid who asked money over and over again to the 
parent. That being said, she wanted me to appreciate the things that I have instead of 
following my thirst for ego. There are many kids who don’t appreciate their parent’s struggle 
to support them. I once heard my friend’s younger brother said that he didn’t want to go to 
school if his parents wouldn’t buy him a motorcycle. 


To be honest, I thought that my family was poor because when I asked for something my 
mother would always say that we don’t have money. This was also the reason I moved from 
international class to regular class to cut down the college’s tuition fee in half. Actually, my 
family wasn’t as poor as I thought. We just have enough money for us. 


Years of lesson about money made me a person who appreciate whatever I have. Even when 
I was in Turkey, I didn’t spend my money on things that I didn’t need. I could save money so 
that I could use it when I really needed it. Moreover, I became a hardworking person who 
values money. 
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One night, I talked to my mother’s best friend and it was a surprise. When the first time I 
came home on summer holiday, I went to a mosque to pray. People that I met asked me 


"You came back from Turkey already?” 


All of a sudden everyone I met knew that I studied in Turkey. Turns out, ever since I flew to 
Turkey, my mother proudly said to everyone, and by everyone means literally EVERY SINGLE 
PERSON SHE MET that; 


"My son is now in Turkey with a scholarship.” 


Every day she talked about how she was proud of me. Every day she would tell her best friend 
about how we video call, exchange messages through WhatsApp, and show her images I sent. 


I cried a little. 


I didn’t know that my mom was overwhelmed with happy feelings, knowing that his second 
child who was labeled as a stupid kid could study abroad. I was the only kid in my generation 
that studied abroad. My mom’s side family’s children didn’t have that. 


For me, it was relieved that my mom finally do not have to hid my achievement. She didn’t 
have to worry about being judged by her sister who was a professor anymore because for so 
long I was labeled as a spoiler brat kid from my mother’s family. 


I realized that one particular reason why my mom didn’t even want to talk about my 
achievements to other people, including to his siblings was that she worried another judgment 
from her siblings. She worried that other people may mock the achievement I had because it 
wasn't amazing or shocking to the world of achievement. Funny how others’ people opinions 
can be internalized badly to someone and affect mother-son relationship. 


My mom’s best friend told me that when I was a kid, my mom couldn’t communicate well with 
me. She was also confused about how to settle this situation. Her mind was not only worried 
about my future but also about how to make our communication better. 


I was a kid who didn’t know how to understand my mom’s way of thinking. One summer when 
I came back to my home, I sat with her in the dining room. 
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I told her 

"Mom, I realize that when I was a kid, I wasn’t stupid. 
My brain was very slow to understand things. I know 
Just now”. 


She replied 
"But your grades were falling very deep. I was worried” 


That moment I looked at my mom and all I saw was a woman who grew up without a guideline 
of “how to be a mother”. As a result, she applied what she knew from her experience with 
her parent. My grandparents from my mom’s family were very strict and didn’t hesitate to 
spank, yell, or even punish their children. The experience she’s been through then applied to 
me and my older brother. 


So yes, I saw how beautiful she was when she talked to me. 


She then began to tell me 
"Do not forget to pray, do not be arrogant just because 
you got a scholarship, and do not be evil to people” 


I nodded and replied 
"Alright, alright mom, don’t worry about it.” 


She then began to raise her voice 

"Dont just say yes! You have to understand it! You 
dont know how many people might think that you are 
arrogant. Be polite to people too!” 


At this point, hearing a raised voice, more like lecturing, usually I got offended. But for this 
very moment, I told her, 


"Mom, why dont you just tell me that you miss me that much?’ with a little smile. 
My mom took a pause, probably surprised by what I said. 


She looked at me without a word and just smiled. I swear, that was the most beautiful smile 
in the world that I ever see. 


I got up and kissed her forehead while saying 
"You know I love you so much, I am your son.” 


Without any further conversation, I went to my room to sleep. I know that she was just 
worried about me, she worried that probably some people would hurt me because of my 
attitude. What she didn’t know was that I had learned how to be polite, how to maintain 
relationships, and how to talk to older people long before she even lectured me about it. 
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** What I Know About My Mom, After She Passed Away ** 
LAST PART 


My mother’s death left the unremarkable pain in my heart. I know that since a kid I was little 
but rebellious and looked like didn’t give too much care to her. But deep down, the only person 
that I wanted to make proud was her. People always see me as a strong person who rarely 
shows sadness. There is a quote; 


The biggest heartbreak for a man Is when he lost his mother 


Believe me, it is true. The pain of losing a mother is incomparable. I used to think that being 
cheated by a girl was painful, but it wasn’t as painful as having a mother who loves me 
anymore. 


Let me describe it to you so you will understand. 


The moment I lost my mother, the world suddenly turned dark. I couldn't see how I could live 
my life anymore. At that time, I had almost stopped everything, including my scholarship. 
Meanwhile, I was writing my final thesis. 


My friends in Turkey, for the first time saw how I was such a cry-baby. To be honest, I cried 
very often during the first month of my mom’s death. 


My life is over now. 

I dont have a future. 

Why do I have to live? 

I dont have a mother anymore 


Those words stick in my mind all the time. I felt that the world should stop to mourn. But 
when I see people walking outside of my apartment, I realize that the world still doing okay. 
Only my world that crumbled. 


Behind the persona of hard hard-working man and strong, there is a weak soul who always 
misses his mother. 


Iam sorry mom, I didnt know you were carrying that burden. 
Iam sorry mom, I was always a bad kid. 
Iam sorry mom, I didnt know you loved me that much. 


I regret that I didn’t have a chance to be a good kid for her. Imagine, for 18 years, she carried 
the burden of judgment and all the family conflict without her kids Knowing. And only for 3 
years, she finally could openly said how proud she was having me without worrying that others 
may judge her. 


Imagine, for 18 years of bad communication with her second child and only had 3 years of 
good communication. It must be hard for her just to think how to properly say “I am proud 
of you” in front of me, directly. 
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I wish I could have more time 
I wish my mother was still alive 
I wish... 


The wishes that never came to reality create a long and painful feeling deep inside my heart. 
She always tried her best to love me, but I was too stubborn to understand that. I was too 
focused on her angry attitude instead of understanding that she was just worried about me. 


I remember this, and still fresh in my mind. 


4 days after her death, she came to my dream. We sat on the bench in front of the Blue 
Mosque in Istanbul. Her face was bathed in the glow of sunlight. I knew it was a dream, but 
I was happy. She smiled at me. 


"Look mom, that is what Is called blue mosque and over there what people call Hagia Sophia,” 
I told the story of Blue Mosque and Hagia Sophia to her. 


"You know mom, Hagia Sophia was once a church, then became a mosque. There was a battle 
to take over this city” 


I held her hand, tightly. While she looked at me very calmly. It feels so warm like spring 
weather. She smiled a little bit and we took a silence for a moment. 


Then, I said. 
"Mom, Iam sorry, it must be hard to be you. I am......sorry for everything. ” 
"T love you, very much” 


She didn’t say a word. Her hand slowly pats my head while pulling me to her hug. She rubbed 
my back. I swear to God, I felt her hug like it was real. 


Just when I felt the warmth of her love again. I woke up. I was staring at the window of my 
apartment with emptiness in my eyes. My tears came down, but I smiled a little bit. I knew, 
my mother left with no burden anymore. 


My advice to all of you who read this; 


Do not waste your time following your ego. Your mother isn’t perfect. She lives like you, a 
clueless person without guidelines on how to be a perfect mother. She carries many burdens 
and worries about you. Maybe, just maybe, your mother couldn’t say the word “love” directly, 
and you think she doesn’t love you. But you have to see what she’s done to keep you alive 
and safe. 


Did she work to pay for your education? Did she work to keep your stomach full? You know 
what, leave all the shit comments on social media about “perfect mother”, fuck them all. Your 
mother loves you unconditionally. 


That “love” is why she can endure the pain while working. 
That “love” is why when you're missing, she will tirelessly look for you, day and night. 


That “love” is why she still breathing for you. 
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